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Chapter | 


This is not true, at least | don't think it is. | mean no harm to anyone, and | certainly didn't make any profit 


from this. Enjoy! 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Bastard! 


| quietly let myself back out of the studio office, not wanting its inhabitants to know | was there. My head was 


spinning and my hands were shaking so badly | couldn't unlock my car door. 


I've been in love with James Hetfield since the first time | set eyes on him. Exodus was opening for Metallica, 
and | was really excited to see them. We were all backstage before we went on, introducing each other while 
waiting for show time. Then | turned to say hello to the last member of Metallica.. James. | took one look and 
it was over. | fell head over heels, heart-stoppingly, mind-blowingly in love with that first look. He grinned that 
goofy grin and shook my hand, and | told myself I'd never wash that hand again 


When | got the call from Lars asking me to fly to New York to audition, | couldn't get there fast enough. Being 


in a band with him? It was my wildest fantasy come true, being next to him on stage. The only thing that 
could be better would be being under him in bed. 


Those dreams are what kept me going through the hell of the next 20 years. Things were good until Cliff died. 
Then everyone just fell apart. We all started drinking more heavily than ever, and James became a mean drunk. 
Night after night he would come back to the hotel and beat me unconscious, yelling that it should have been 
me and telling me how much he hated me. My heart would break each time, and | would try and console 
myself with thoughts that he really loved me but couldn't admit it to himself. His strict upbringing would 


forbid loving someone of the same sex. 


Then Lars and | became a couple. | didn't love him as much as | loved James, but | did care for him. And the 
sex was amazing! When James would catch us kissing and call us fags, | again told myself that he was really 
bisexual and still having trouble facing it. It made the abuse easier to deal with, even if | didn't really believe 


myself. 


The endless touring was hell on all of us, but it seemed to be especially hard on James. When anything went 
wrong, he always blamed me. | just kept dragging on, lying awake in hotel room after hotel room, trying to 
convince myself that he didn't really hate me. He just didn't want to face what he was. 


Then, in the middle of starting to work on a new album, he just disappeared. Walked out the door of the studio 
and didn't come back. | found out he went to rehab. | told myself that once he got completely sober, maybe he 
would be able to admit to himself what he really was. And, then, | could finally reveal my true feelings for him 
without fear of retribution | visited him several times, always being careful to not mention how | felt. He 
seemed to be more relaxed and happy, happier than | had ever seen him in fact. Sobriety was obviously good 


for him. 


When he finally returned, | was thrilled. | had missed him more than | cared to admit. Even though he was 
nervous, he seemed happy to see all of us. And he had become more affectionate with all of us. Before he only 
touched us if we were holding him up when he was too drunk to stand on his own. Now he actually hugged us! 


It took every ounce of self control | had to not just grab him and kiss him when he put his arms around me. 


Today | decided | had waited long enough, | was going to tell him how | felt. We were working on our latest 
album and it was going great. Things were better in the band than they had ever been, and | felt like it was 
just the right time. | went looking for him at the studio and walked into that office. 


He was in there, talking to Bob. | assumed they were talking about the album, when | heard some of James’ 
words. He was telling Bob that he had repressed his feelings his entire life and it was time to admit them out 
loud, especially since he was in love with one of his bandmates. The thought that | had been right all these 
years went through my mind and my heart soared with happiness. Then | went back to listening to James... 
listening to him tell Bob how much he loved Lars. Had loved him for over 20 years and wanted more than 
anything to have a relationship with him. Asking Bob if he thought the feelings were mutual, had Lars ever 
said anything? Telling him he was going to take Lars out to dinner tonight and pour his heart out to him. 


That's when | backed out the door and headed towards the parking lot. | didn't know he was following me until 


he yelled my name. 


"Hammett! Where the fuck are you going? You need to hurry up and work on your guitar solos so | can get 
out of here, | have something important to do tonight" 


"Guitar solos? Fuck the guitar solos! The only way there will be any solos on this CD is if you play them 
yourself, Het" | managed to get the car door open and sped off, leaving him staring after me. 


Bastard! 


